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Mayoress, since Sir Walter was a bachelor. Henry was Chaplain to him
during his office, 1905-6, and in the official robes Steer painted his
brother's portrait. He was godfather to the baby nephew, W. R. Hornby
Steer, born in April 1899. His two nephews and niece were as unlike
peas in a pod as possible, but he had no favourite. He would jeer at our
weaknesses, which was more searing than being scolded, but also com-
mended what he found worthy, adding inches to our stature.
I saw him but intermittently for some years after Granny Steer's death,
as my parents had gone to live in Suffolk. He would invite me to stay at
Cheyne Walk or see him there when visiting elsewhere in London. He
was anxious I should take up embroidery, considering, as he did very
strongly, the needle a better tool for women than the brush. He was enthu-
siastic over Mrs. Harrison's group of embroideresses who reproduced
i yth century Italian and i8th century French needlework from rare
examples she possessed and other collections. He stimulated my interest in
French painting by giving me a book on Francois Boucher, and initiated
me into the wonder of Chinese paintings and ceramics. This was a great
bond between us up to the last, as it led us into the philosophy and reli-
gious impulses underlying early Chinese culture. I think Tonks only
peered into the kingdom where Steer wandered so happily. Tonks wrath-
folly complained that * Your Uncle would have a far greater faith in in-
cantations written around a Chinese bowl than in any doctor's prescrip-
tion*,1 but I can still see him when he came in one evening, almost breath-
less with excitement, to tell Steer of the Sung Wall paintings of the Three
Bodhisattvas from the Ch'ing Liang Temple, recently given to the British
Museum by Mr. Eumorfopoulos, which he had visited that day and de-
clared to be the most beautiful things he had ever seen!
What an eye my Uncle had! he could find treasures in all sorts of un-
expected places. The Yuan ink painting, circa 1280, of the Tang poet,
Li Po, known as The Drunken Sage, was one of them, He would
chuckle over the charming old reprobate who always was forced to return
to his circle of fiiends and his cups because of the-sorrow of the earth that
overwhelmed him when he contemplated her in solitude.*
I break off Miss Hamilton's account at this point, to be resumed in a
later chapter.
1A 'sunshine* bronze from Steer's hoard was pounced upon in a Glasgow exhibition by
the Chinese scholar, Dr. Yeh, for its superb seal, enriched and guarded by dragons and en-
graved with the mark of the Hsuen Ho Palace collection of a Sung Emperor, in this Steer had
kept his prescriptions.